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In her full glory, with her [00 pounds and pleading eyes 


Author's Notes: 
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Anyway, stuff that\'s always in author\'s notes. Don\'t own, never happened, and don\'t sue. Yup, that stuff. 


Fuck. 

Fucking Jeff. 

And fucking Junior for always being kind to everyone. 

| wouldn't mind it. But you know what's up? Jeff married his girl, and they are going on honeymoon afterwards, 
of course. To be exact, they are off to Hawaii and then other awesome places tomorrow morning. That's still 
okay. (Even though David started to bitch about me not taking him places, its okay. I'll do someday.) So yeah, 
anyway, so fucking cool. But Jeff has a gigantic dog and Junior agreed to watch over it. 


The bitch would be staying with us for a week. Well, it's a she, so yeah. The bitch. 
| suggested we could try that he just drives to Jeffs house in the morning, during the day and finally, at the 
end of the day or something, to feed it, walk it and love it, but he got pissy and told me it would be hell of a 


lot easyer to just bring her here, in our fucking house. 


After a fight, the promise of a good morning sex and breakfast in bed for a week, a blowjob and kisses, | 
finally agreed. 


So they are on their way home. | dont even want to know how they are transporting her. All | know is that it's 
a big dog, Bernese Mountain Dog, and not even young, so not really normal sized (for example, like a Beagle - 
those are actually cute, ‘cause they won't fit in your pocket, but you won't feel like it will murder you if it 
jumps towards you). So yeah, its not like the bitch's transporting or travelling box - or what the fuck is that 
shit called, whatever - will fit on the backseat comfortably. 


| should dog-proof our house, pack away the important and fragile stuff that we need to the studio or attic or 
basement or somewhere, even though both Junior and Jeff told me the bitch knows how to behave and she 


probably won't eat or chew on stuff. Probably. Just because she doesn't do it at home. 


I'm in the studio, playing one of my guitars just to calm down when | hear the front door opening and closing 
and David calling for me. 

Here we go.. 

| put my guitar down, lock the studio's door and head for the front part of the house. They probably are in 


the living room or the kitchen 


The dog's stuff will be in the short corridor-like space that opens from the front door. When you come inside, 
the first thing you will see is that monster's sleeping basket opposite the door. 

On the left side of this corridor-thing is only one door, to the staircase which leads to the attic. Will be locked 
for a week now, in front of it the bitches plates of food and water. On the right, an arch leads to the open 
space that is the huge living room, and a counter seperates that from our kitchen | hope the dog won't go 
there often. Just the right amount of times. I'm already out of my mind just because she will be staying here, 


| don't know what I'll do when she breaks or chews on something. 


But | won't beat it or anything. Not because of Junior. Okay, that too, and because it's just a poor gigantic, 
monster of a dog that doesn't actually know what she's doing is bad. | may not like her, but I'm not stupid. | 
won't abuse, but I'll probably just break something else to manage my anger if it's needed. Nice. At least 
nobody gets hurt. 


| already hear something hit the floor and break, and it's followed by David's curses. | quickly get over to Jeff 
and Junior standing in the middle of the living room, staring at.. Oh my fucking god. This bitch is huge! 


And she already broke something. She's looking at it on the floor, her head lolled to one side. A sign that she 


doesn't understand what have just happened. 


"Oh, hey Dave.." Jeff says awkwardly as he turns to look at me. 
"Hey Dave.. Don't worry, it was just a framed picture. The glass broke. I'll take care of it." David said, picked up 
the frame and the picture with it, pressed them into my hand and went to the kitchen to get the little 


sweeper and the shovel with it. 


"So she knows how to behave, huh?" 

"Sorry dude, she's just excited." Jeff explained. 

"Yeah." She looked at me and started wiggling her tail. "| bet." | put the frame and picture on the coffee table, 
looked at it for a brief moment and | sighed. 


The bitch was heading in my direction when David came back, and sweeped up the glass. 

"Hey, sit!" Jeff told her and she obeyed. "You were a bad girll No jumping, okay?" He looked in her eyes for a 
moment then patted her head, and turned to me. 

"l already told Junior everything you need to know, he will tell you about it. If there's anything wrong, just call 
me or Jess." He fished a piece of paper with two phone numbers on it from his jeans’ pocket and handed it to 


me. 


A bro-hug to me and to David and he and us went to his car, got the bitch's stuff and we waved him 
goodbye. 

We went in and put the dog's stuff away, and places where they should be. Junior showed her where her 
basket and now full plates are, her toys everywhere in that corridor, and finally, he put her leash on the 


coffee table and even showed that to her. 


"Hey... I'm sorry, okay?" David sat down next to me on the couch, put his hands around me and his head on my 
shoulder. | looked as the bitch sat in front of the coffee table, and stared at us with a crazy look. You know, 


when her mouth is open and she looks like she's grinning. 


"I just didn't know you would react this bad.. Since when do you hate pups?" 

"| don't hate them.. But jesus fucking christ, look at this monster!" Junior looked at her and she started 
wiggling her tail 

He chuckled. "Yeah, she looks horrifying!" 


"That's not.. Eh. She's not even normal sized! Can you imagine walking it? Or are you sure she sleeps in that 
basket? If it decides to go to our room in the middle of the night, | will sleep in one of the guest rooms ‘til 

she's here, with a locked door. | won't sleep with that bitch in the bed We wouldn't even fit on it!" 

"Nah, I'm sure we would" | glared at him. "And Jess already walked her, so you don't have to worry about it 
today. And tomorrow morning when you go running" 

"NOPE, | won't walk it! | bet if | don't pay attention for a moment, and she sees something she likes, she will 

drag me across the street just to get it. No." 

"Fine, I'll go run with you and I'll walk her then.. And just for your information, she's usually calm. Not hyper. 
Get it?" 

"Anyway, what's the bitch's name?" 

"Lady" As she heard her name she looked at Junior and wiggled her tail. David smiled at her. 

"You two are totally in love." | sighed. 


The rest of the day was David playing with Lady in the garden, and me watching them. Junior is adorable when 
he's around animals. 
But still, it's like we have a miniature cow on our property that likes playing fetch with unreasonably pink and 


sloppy plushes, and she occasionally barks. And you have to clean her paws before she comes back inside.. 


After we went inside, David made a quick lunch. We sat at the counter on the barstools eating, and Lady was 
sitting next to us, looking with pleading eyes. When she realized she won't get food from me, she creeped over 
to Junior's side who fed her. 

| glared at them. 

"What now? Dogs usually do this." 

"Nothing. Just nothing." 


After we ate, Lady laid down in her basket and we went upstairs to shower. No shower sex, just some lazy, 


sloppy kisses and him providing the eye-candy. Aw man.. 


Finally, we got to bed, after David checked on Lady. 


In the middle of the night, | woke when | felt the bed dip, and David crawling back in. 

"Where were you?" 

No answer. 

"Hey... 

| turned to him. Oh man. Lady was sprawled out between us. | couldn't even see David. | sighed. Whatever. | 
won't get my stuff now so | can move to another room. | probably won't even be able to get my blanket. 
Lady's lying on it. With her 100-something pounds. And her front paws practically in my face. One of them in 
my hair now. Awesome. 


I'll just go back to sleeping. | will take care of stuff in the morning.. 


She\'s a creep 
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When | woke | didn't expect what Junior promised me. Breakfast in bed, maybe. But not some good morning sex. 


Whatever, really.. 


| turned around to find Lady still lying there, drooling between the two pillows, but when | sat up | saw that 
David wasn't there anymore. 
Hell. | got out of bed, and Lady jumped after me eagerly. | went downstairs with her running in front of me. 


Her nails scratching the floor could be heard. But no, really | don't care. 


"Good morning!" He was making breakfast in an old t-shirt and boxers. 

"Yeah, morning.. When did she get upstairs?" 

"Dunno. But | saw it wasn't bothering you much, So... And anyway, couldn't get her down when | tried, so she 
just stayed" 

Lady hurried to her plates that were full again, and | walked over to Junior and hugged him. He gave me a peck 
on my cheek. 

"l'm sorry about it. | know | promised morning sex and breakfast in bed, but.. You know what, I'll do it for two 
weeks after she's gone." He looked in my eyes. 

"Care about morning breath?" 

"No." 

"Okay then" | gave him a sloppy kiss. 

"What's for breakfast?" 

"Supposed to be fried eggs, but | ended up with scrambled eggs." 


"Fine with me." | sat at the counter. "So we eat, shower, and go runnig?" 


| swear that dog is a piece of work If Jeff's definition of a good dog is that bitch, | don't even want to think 
about what a bad one's like. 

So we went running with her. She was so happy than she can go walking that Junior could barely click her 
leash on her collar, she was wiggling her tail, and practically her whole backside was moving with it. That, and 
she was having that crazy look on her face again, the grinning one, while she was turning her head left and 
right, probably trying to lick David's hands. | swear she acts like a little pup that won't even reach your waist 
when she jumps on you. (But fact, if she stands only on her two back paws, she can put her front paws on 
David's shoulders. Now that's creepy. She's like a fucking bear!) 


When we got out of the house the first thing she did was sniffing around. For 5 minutes straight. Finally 
started walking after she was done, and appearantly, she's easily amused. Likes flowers, hates cats. But the kind 
of hate when she freaks out, but she's even afraid when she sees one. Junior ended up with a scraped knee. 


Not a single minute of that half an hour was running. Walking fast sometimes, mostly because of her? Maybe. 


But definitely not running. But | don't mind. At least we walked. 


Junior's not even pissed off. Well, awesome, ‘cause he's gonna walk the bitch alone when she wants to get out 


in the evening or late afternoon 


Or not. In the afternoon we watched movies, | tried to play my guitar to get a peace of mind, and David 
gathered the important and fragile stuff that was within Lady's reach and locked them in the studio. The walls 


are kinda empty now. 


And whenever she got a chance, the bitch stared at me with those big brown eyes. But really, stared into my 


soul. 


We were sitting on the couch again, watching nothing in particular, just channel-surfing when Lady started 
scratching at the front door. She wiggled her tail when she heard David picking up her leash. Not hyper, huh? 


Well, could be worse. 
| decided | will go with them. Why not. Nothing good was on the TV anyway. 


She was behaving. Well, it could have been worse, again. (Oh, what an optimist | am nowadays, huh?) The 
evening walk is more my kinda thing, and probably Lady's too. 


When we got back she was tired. Or at least she seemed to be. She actually laid in her basket the moment we 
were in the house. She got comfortable and stared at me again 

"Oh bitch, | know you'll end up in the bedroom anyway." 

She continued staring. | growled and walked away, got out of my sweater and threw it on the back of the 


couch. Looked for David, and we went upstairs. 


Maaan. And we had some awesome shower sex. 

Dressed in our pajamas, | cuddled him in our bed, he was playing with my hair and we were softly talking. Life 
is good. 

"Hey, you know she's gonna come up again, right?" 

"And? She needs some loving. She probably misses Jeff and Jessica Soooo what?" 

"Yeah, just. Whatever. She's a creeper. She's always staring at me with those big eyes, probably full of love. 
Whoop-de-doo. Not my cup of tea 

"And we are in love, huh?" He chuckled. "She's totally fallen for you." He kissed my forehead. "Admit it, its 


adorable, she's adorable." 


"Daaavid.." 

"What now? You are a total bitch since she's there." 
“Shut up, okay?" 

He chuckled again. Oh well. 


At night when | woke for some reason, | was surprised when | was still lying next to David, my arms around 
him, and there was no sign of Lady coming in there. 

| slowly crawled out of bed, careful not to wake Junior and went downstairs to the kitchen. Opened the fridge, 
got the milk out and | warmed some in a mug. While it was in the microwave | looked around the living room, 


searching for the bitch. Nowhere to be found. | hope she's in her basket.. 


| got the mug out, started drinking slowly as | walked to the corridor. Turned up the small light that was in 
there, and found her in her place, cuddled up. And what the actual fuck, really.. | walked back a bit, to see if 
my sweater was still on the back of the couch. And of course not. She was cuddling it. Superfantastic. | made a 
mental note to wash it when | got it from her in the morning. | sighed, turned the light down in the corridor, 


drank the rest of the milk, put my mug in the sink and headed for the stairs. 


| wasn't surprised when | heard movements after | got back in our bed. Yup, she'll probably be jumping up the 


stairs in a few moments. | know. 


And yes, she's on her way. Probably bringing my sweater with her if | hear it correctly, it's zipper is also 
chapping on the floor, along with her nails. She opened the door that was slightly ajar. (So she won't scratch it 
‘till | let her in. Saves energy and the paint | would have had to use on the door) Lady just sat next to the 
bed, my sweater in her mouth, all sloppy, and probably covered in dog hair, considering she was sleeping with 
it. She was at Junior's side, and | could perfectly see her looking at me with the saddest expression ever. We 
were in the middle of the bed so she couldn't get up. Started whining after a bit, so | just moved to my side 
of the bed, gently brought David with me, and succesfully | didn't wake him. Lady stopped whining and climbed 
on the bed. 


"There you go. You fucking happy? | hope you are. | bet you are. Bitch." 
She looked at me in the eyes. 
"Oh, hell. Good fucking night” | cuddled up next to David and slowly fell asleep again 


Battle of the bitches 
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| woke up unreasonably early. Too early for a sane person. 1 AM. Why can't | sleep nowadays? 


After glancing at the clock on my nightstand | turned back to David for just a little bit more. Finally, after 
nuzzling his hair for a few seconds, | planted a kiss on his face and got out of bed. Lady, sensing the 
movement, looked up to me and also got out. We went downstairs, again, her nails scratching the floor while 


she was running in front of me. And again, | don't care, really. 


| warmed some milk for myself again, and started looking for the dog food. Found it after a couple of seconds, 


and fed Lady. 


While she was eating | sprawled on the couch, and turned on the tv. Woohoo, nothing good was on Barely 
anything at all. Why would it be. 


News were just a bit more interesting than the tv shop crap everywhere, so | settled on it. 


| was only watching it for maybe I0 or I5 minutes max when the bitch headed for the couch and nudged my 
leg, so she can get up beside me. Again, she just stared into my soul with those damned puppy-like eyes full of 
love, and | was done. | planted my feet on the ground and she jumped up. She got comfy, then laid her head in 


my lap. 


"Aw dude, nooo. You want me to pet you?" 


She didn't move at all. | sighed. 


| turned my attention back to the TV. Channel-surfing a bit after the news were over. When David came down 
around 8, maybe 8:30, | was petting Lady's head and those big fluffy ears of hers. And I've been doing it for a 
while then. Probably out of boredom. Yup. Its probably that. And she was slightly drooling on my knee. 
Beautiful. 


David sat on the armrest next to me and mocked me because of what! was doing. My excuse was that she 


needed some loving. 


The usual routine came after he kissed the top of my head. He went to the kitchen and started making 
breakfast. We ate, he fed Lady some of his food again. We showered, and went walking again. This time she 
wasn't that interested in sniffing around, and we only saw one cat on the way. We even ran a little bit. Maybe 


for 5 minutes or so, but we did. You could even call it a succesful walk. 


And Today was Wednesday, which means laundry day. Yes, we have laundry days, get over it. It's better than it 
being disorganised as fuck, and that damn washing machine always being on, okay? Nope, we're not like an old 
married couple at all. Doing the laundry together and stuff. 

And anyway, at least | coud now wash my clothes that were covered in Lady's drool and hair. Aaand the 
sheets. It has her hair all over it. 


In the afternoon when we were done, David played with the bitch in the garden, and again, | watched them. 
(Jesus, it's only her third day here, and we practically have routines and habits... If you could call them that) 


In the evening, everything went as the day before. Yup, | even got some awesome shower sex again. Have | 
mentioned that | fucking love David? Yes? No? | do. And it's fucking love him, not love fucking him. Well, both, 
but still. You probably know what | mean. (And | know what are you thinking, and | don't just say that because | 


have free access to his ass all day, every day) 


At night, again, as usual (oh fuck.) Lady wandered up. We were actually prepared for it. Which meant that we 


left some room for her on the bed before falling asleep. 


Next morning, clockwork. Well, almost. 
We woke with a few minutes away from each other. Went down, fed Lady, Junior made breakfast, (and fuuuck, 


we ran out of milk), David fed Lady again, we showered, walked. 
Jeff called to check on us. Told us not to spoil her, and only give her her treats when she earns them. Ooops.. 


We decided that we need to go grocery shopping. After all, there is no milk in the fridge! And David wanted to 
make spaghetti for dinner. 


Arrived home after probably an hour of wandering in the shop, with a little bit more than the damn milk, 
some pasta, cheese and tomato sauce. 
At least now we have tons of chocolate and sweets again. Have to keep it away from the bitch. Dogs can't eat 


chocolate, right? 


Anyway, while my baby was making dinner, | was at the counter. Talking to David, and fooling around with Lady. 
So, she had these treats. Those little biscuits that were shaped like bones. Well, | grabbed a few in my hands, 
and kneeled on the floor next to her. | tried some of the basics that | thought she would know, after all, she 
listened to Jeff when they bought her there. She know "sit", "stand" and "stay". When she did them, she got 
one biscuit. (But actually I'm pretty sure that Jeff didn't train her only those three.) 


Then an idea popped into my head.. | stood up, and told her to sit, and stay. | slowly put one of the biscuits on 
the bridge of her nose, and told her to stay. She understood. Slowly, | put a second one after it. And another 


one, and another one. Another one on her forehead, another on the top of her head. She was practically 
shaking, and looked at me like | kicked her. But wow, the bitch actually knows how to behave. She stayed like 
that. 


Probably around the 4th biscuit Junior noticed that we were too quiet, and turned around to us. He was 
looking at us, and when he saw | was done putting the biscuits on her head, he told me that I'm evil. | kinda 


agreed. 


Finally, after a few more agonizing moments, | decided that we had enough fun. 

"Oookay, good girl." | figured Jeff would tell her something like this when she did something good, so yeah, | 
tried. And it worked. 

She shook her head and quickly cleeaned up every biscuit that fell to the floor. 


After that, David finished cooking, we ate, he fed the bitch some pasta (| might add that she loved it), and we 
ended up in the back yard again 

They were playing fetch and | was reading. 

No, | wasn't. | just had the book open, but | was looking at them now and then, and then it took forever to find 
where | was, so | just gave up after a while. My babies were more interesting. Oh god. Did | just..? My babies. 


"Daaavid, will you play with me tonight in the shower?" 

"Oh, being jealous? But sure babe. What do you wanna play? Cards, chess, board games..?" He was smirking 
first, but now he was snickering. 

"Oh no, | actually wanted to play fetch, you know." 

"We could do that." 

"l'm glad." 

"Hey, you wanna play with her a bit? She's being hyper.” 

"Kay." 

| waited ‘till she returned the plush they were playing with, and | threw it for her. It wasn't much, she got 
tired. Well, no shit, really. She was running around like a headless chicken for the past 30 minutes. 


We still took her for a short walk that evening. 

And David and | talked about some interesting things. Like, maybe, you know, Lady's tiredmaybe she'll fall asleep 
in her basket when we get home, actually stay there, we could close and lock our bedroom door, and David 
could at least give me a blowjob before the bitch starts whining and scratching at the door. But afterwards, 
we would just feel bad for it. And anyway, we're not that lucky. 


Of course not. When we got back, she drank some of her water, then without any hesitation, she headed 
upstairs. Well, that's new. 


We showered, he washed my hair, gave me a few kisses. No shower sex. I'm not amused or impressed in any 
possible way. 


But okay, he washed my hair, that's good, | love it when he does that. 


Finally, after drying my hair, we fell on the bed exhausted. 
Lady was lying at our feet, sprawled comfortably. My toes were touching her front paws. And aw, they were 


fluffy, 


David snuggled up next to me and we fell asleep. 


